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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

It seems but yesterday since first I looped 
My fortunes to my country's fate. Poor land. 
Whereon a predatory horde of knaves 
Battened until their purse strings burst with pelf, 
And patriotism grew to be a trade. 

Five years 1 But five short years a demagogue- 
A people's representative ! and lo, I lead 
The vulgar herd that I was wont to spurn. 
And, by the ashes of my ancestors, 
Spurn still — a vile and ribald brood for one 
Patrician-bom to roost and consort with, 
A slavish gang with gasconadmg tongues 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

And recreant hearts, who rail and rant against 

The laws they fear t* offend by overt deed 

Of daring which alone can break the chains 

That gall the necks of slaves. Nay, they will whine 

And clamour treason, even menace blood ; 

But like a sluttish pack of sleazy hounds. 

In danger urge the law to guard their lives, 

Lest some distempered with a civil hate 

Might sluice their hearts'-blood with repentless steel 

These are my minions— rather I am theirs ; 

But my debasement, my subservience, is 

Well harnessed with an ill-suppressed disdain. 

I hate their currish ways, yet needs must bear 

Therewith since it has brought me fame and gold. 

I hate them ; but must simulate a love 

For all their ways — ways my proud spirit ever 

Must be an alien to. This makes me cold, 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 3 

Restrained in speech, cautious — has blanched my cheeks. 

As though the cares of state hung heavily 

Upon me. This dispose of countenance 

And manner, which the fear of traitors hath 

Encased me in, (for plebeian soil 

Breeds treachery as quick as carrion 

In a summer's sun breeds worms) my hunting dogs. 

These panderers to my policy, that I 

Have ta'en from mean obscurity and thrust 

Before the world, dubbing them senators — 

Mistake for pride, and call it — dignity. 

God ! association with such men 
Such filibustering politicians is 

A penance and a bondage worse than hell. 

Ah me ! . . . Yet 'tis not purposeless ; for am 

1 not a leader and a chief of men ? 
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4 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS, 

A king were not a king e'en though a crown 

Of precious jewels worth Bonanza's mine 

Glistened upon his royal brow, if he 

Nor subjects nor a kingdom ruled. Despoil 

Such blazoned puppets of their birth-right power, 

Their armaments and rich domains, and they 

Are fellowless in friendship, and their will 

Of meaner worth than the unlettered swain's 

Who, heedless, whistling, drives the ploughing team. 

Than such as these 'twere better far to be 

Undiademed as I — though peradventure 

If on my head were placed my country's crown. 

My mien and gait would be as kingly as 

The proudest monarch who plays fool in 's own 

Dominions, strutting like a marionette 

In strings upon a mimic stage. Such thoughts 

Do savour of ambition ; these 111 crush 
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TJIE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

Even in thought, lest my reflections might 
By such a trancing vision be o'ercast, 
Which by its dazzling splendour should allure 
My vaulting spirit to that giddy height 
From whence 'tis certain I must fall, with never 
A hope to rise again ; for those who now 
Extol my every act, with preying eyes 
Watch me, and with an eager heart conspire 
Against my exultant fame. Intricate are 
The paths that lead to power, and Power itself 
A wildering maze wherein too oft we lose 
Ourselves, while they who gape on our dismay. 
Mock us with the stridulous laugh of hate. 
But wherefore should I like a coward fear 
To cope with that which I aspire to have. 
The venturous soul alone can scale and leap 
The dizzy steeps and fissures of ambition, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

If Fortune smile on him and Time be apt. 

And I am Fortmie's heir — the people's choice, 

Their Tribune, delegate, and mendicant. 

Their mendicant ! in sooth, their palmer too ; 

For have I not made crusade for their cause. 

Played beggar through the Western World, and with 

A beggar's lying tongue besought for alms, 

Until the pitying throng who heard my whine — 

Ay, and they paid a tax to hear me wail — 

('Tis only fools who howl their troubles on 

The public ways, and bleat their secret wrongs 

Before a curious crowd) flung charit}- 

At me, and those for whom I came to beg? 

In faith I played a motley role — the knave, 

Historian, mountebank ambassador, 

And though my parts were unrehearsed, I so 

Enacted them, my yawning wallet soon 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 7 

Was filled with golden eagles wherewithal 
To satiate a ravenous lion's maw. 

And who are those I lead, whose wishes I 
Proclaim with stubbornness implacable, 
Within those walls where loll and mope that huge 
Battalion of buffoons that legislate, 
Following the dictates of some giant will, 
For England and her Colonies ? Ev*n who ? 
Creatures whose minds are cleanless as their hands ; 
Whose unkempt beards are ever spattered with 
The fulsome refuse of their latest meal j 
Whose breaths are stercorous with the noisome stench 
Of fusil oil and fetid nicotine ; 
Withal, the savors of their unwashed skins, 
Exhaling vicious humours so offend 
My nature that I loth that helot tribe. 
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8 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

The Proletariat, which grasps at power, 

For it would rule the Commonwealth with crime. 

In anarchy and blood make festival, 

And with a maniac will its terrors flaunt 

Before the appalled world, call murder justice, 

And the web-footed demon of their hate 

By the all-hallowed name of Liberty. 

And I am he who with a marshal's skill 

Prepares this band for internecine strife, 

Espouses its calamitous desires. 

And am compelled as their high advocate 

To play the obstruent demagogue against 

The purer aspirations of my will. 

O God ! my soul repels the trust these fiends 

Have (deeming it an honour) forced on me. 

But I must urge me on with fearlessness 

For the elected goal I, with a fierce 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

Careering will am travelling towards, no dread 
Of baulk shall harass me ; for he whose heart 
Grows faint before ambition's shrine is like 
The wretch in rags, who timorously an alms 
Beseeching, doth a deft refusal court 

But I must suffer all to satiate 
The fierce ambition that like raging fire 
Bums in my brains, absorbing every thought 
And purer sympathy my nature owns. 
Yet by this overweening lust for power, 
Have not the noblest lives been wrecked, 
And every pleasing hope which lent to life 
Perennial joy been blasted ere full bloom ? 
O Ambition I thou insidious bane 
Of life, that like a murderous poison doth 
Destroy the healthy ichor of the heart, 
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3 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

And dull the tender tissues of the brain 
To all unselfish practices. How poor, 
Indeed, is he who hazarding upon 
Thy joys his natural heritage of bliss 
Soon finds no other profit for his toil 
Than the vile gauds of earthly pomp^ 
Mean composition of an insolvent hope. 

Wherefore thus bitterly men's dearest hest 
Arraign ; for this ambition may it not 
With aspirations sanctified by love 
Of Fatherland and Liberty, wherein 
The love of self hath but an atom's share, 
Cause me to gain that lofty pinnacle 
On earth to which my rapt imagination 
Soars like an eagle mounting towards the sun, 
Ev'n till I rival that empyreal state 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. ii 

The saints by godliness on earth attain 

In heaven ? What ! have I caught the Romish taint ? 

Well, an I have ? Is it not meet I should, 

Since those I lead, have pledged their souls to Rome — 

The latest cuckold to conspiracy. 

Saints have not special place in Paradise. 

To doubt this is not heresy in me ; 

For I am Protestant by birthright and 

(Ahem I) belief. Since of divinity — 

What casuists and theologians call 

Divinity — I am ignorant, I'll leave 

The ravelling of this mystery to those 

Whom euphuistic cynics stigmatise 

With bestial epithet of withering power 

As Romish Rats, and him especially 

As chiefest of that vemant vermin-tribe, 

Who for a whim to please the populace 
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That he might gain a senatorial stool, 

(What time the Idoan threatened to oppose) 

Ratted, 'tis said, that he might rival me. 

Vain fool I A base plebeian panderer, 

A pariah wretch, who erst did fatten on 

The bones that I was wont to fling at him. 

Surely for all the insults heaped on him 

By me and my indomitables, he 

Must nourish a revenge— yet hath he wit 

Enough, wit sleeky as the python's skin, 

To bridle his all-envious hate of me, 

And lick the platter I have eaten off. 

Nay, that my parasites have spat upon. 

This wily serpent cares not what he feeds on. 

If the aliment but nourish his desire. 

But wherefore should I joust even in my thoughts 

With one who scarce is level with contempt, 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 13 

And at like mean appraise by all his race 

Is held ? Betimes perfidious amity 

He thrusts on me, and with a hooking arm 

Aflfects sincerity and love ; thereby he wins 

A bauble notoriety, and I, 

Although my soul revolts against his touch 

And festering counsel, needs must suflfer it. 

Five years a senator I and now impelled 
'Mid the antiphonal plaudits of two worlds 
To the supernal pitch whereto I have 
Attained, forced thither by the people's will. 
Yet oft I fear the tenure of my trust 
Is short, and that th' assotted ghosts of mine 
Own acts and words shall be the deathsmen of 
My reputation and supremacy. 
But soft ! if judgment be my monitor, 
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14 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

I have naught to fear ; and if my wonted tact 
Pesert me not, I shall prevail against 
Mine enemies, who treacherously have hung 
A myriad Damoclean swords above 
The mazy paths of popularity 
Whereon I tread, with ever-cautious foot. 

With what swift current pass the years ! 
'Tis but a lustrum since I first did pose 
As politician ; when with stammering speech 
I strove, unto a sable-suited host 
Of hierophants, who sat agape at my 
Temerity, to expound the programme of 
My lately mooted policy ; but ere 
I could encompass what I had essayed, 
I, at the echoes of mine own frail voice 
Affrighted, lost the use of utterance — 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 15 

I was stricken dumb. And now, to judge myself 

By the acclaim of my compatriots, 

I am a great debater, orator, 

A mighty legislator, Tribune, all 

A greedy statesman hungers for. 

In me 

This lavish extoUation wakes disgust. 

And oft I feel I loathe each huge panegyris 

That clamours loud my praise. But I 
Must bear with it, lest havoc to my hopes 
Should follow hard upon remonstrance. What 
If they should covertly make mock of me? 
I care not : for I, too, can wear a mask, 
Dissembling, by an outward show of grace 
And compliment, the motives of my soul. 
Let those who list the flouter's visor wear — 
The fools that flatter me, or I, who feign 
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A fealty to them — it boots not either, 
Who in this graceless rout the masker is 
If equal usage favour both ; but this 
Duplicity I must not to myself 
Confess, lest some untutored word betray 
The truthful tenor of my cherished thoughts. 
And I thereby foul my high character. 

Now since I am a hero, I would fain 
Perform a hero's part with apt dispose, 
And regulate my life to such high end 
As should endow my name with that reward 
Which duly waits on soul-ennobling deeds. 
A Tribune's character becomes me best, 
In that it mortises with my ambition. 
And since I've learned the trick of speech which draws 
The people to my following, 'twere right 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 17 

I should become their advocate against 
Their tyrants. Yet the game is high, and fraught 
With fearful risk to him who clownish-wise enacts 
This dangerous part ; but wherefore fear the issue, 
Great honour ever attends a great emprise 
If Fortune with success should crown the end. 
Then let me bear me as becomes a man. 
And as an actor who has well rehearsed 
His part, play mine. 

Let's see I Of all the great 
That strutted on this worldly stage, fit themes 
For artist's pencil and historian's pen, 
Whom shall I choose to be my paragon ? 
Whom were it best that I should counterfeit ? 
As when upon the undulating fields 
Of Punchestown, spur-booted jockeys, in 
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Rich silken jerkins of the varied hues 
O* the bow of heaven, on steeple-chasing steeds 
Gallop apace, half-heedless who shall win 
The golden prize, till competition keen 
Wakes in their jealous breasts a yare desire 
To bear the stakes away, then each his whip 
And bloody spur plies on his horse's flanks. 
And with a lightning fleetness rides o'er fence 
And brook, regardless whether life or limb 
Shall pay the penalty of hardihood, 
If he but 'mid the applause of gaping crowds 
The joyful victor flashes by the post 
That marks the winning goal ; ev'n thus it is 
In Fame's contested race ; a man hath need 
Of meet competitors, since these, opposing, 
Complot with Fate to urge him towards the end 
For which he pants, while dauntless hope 
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THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 19 

And emulation, bound in solemn league, 

Bear him with nimble stride o'er many a gin, 

'Neath flowers concealed, that baulks his soaring flight. 

Whom then shall I elect to imitate. 

His storied fortunes being my counsellors? 

Robespierre ? A man bom at the mean of times, 

When discontent with kingly luxury. 

And all the perlous and begriming vice 

That to 't pertains, gnawed in the hearts of men, 

Who, brooding on their thraldom, hatched despair. 

Until with violent design they 'rose 

Against the sateless tyranny that toyed 

Even to the verge of bloody jest with them, 

Taunting their sufferance with cumbrous ills. 

Then with the horrors of a wild revolt — 

With fires and massacres, judicial deaths, 

Was swept from France that hireling brood which was 
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20 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

For centuries its tyrant and its shame, 

That feline litter of profligate Bourbons, 

Impious negations of a pitying God. 

Robespierre ! How strange ! He was of Irish race ; 

A scion of an obscure exiled sire. 

How great hath ever been the progeny 

Of Ireland's outlawed sons ! (What country is 

There that can boast a name, denies she owes 

Some portion of her power to lemean swords ?) 

He, ere he touched the zenith of his youth, 

Was hailed the people's saviour, advocate. 

And by spontaneous acclammation raised 

To that high station as the nation's chief, 

That rivalled the imperial sway of Rome. 

Was he not, too, the pampered favorite of 

The priests, as I am now ? Did they not laud 

His new-discovered worth ? Ay, from their pulpits 
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Tell the admiring multitude who came 

To pray, how his appealing voice should stir 

Such riot in the gallM breast of France, 

Of Europe, of the world, that despot rulers, 

All panic-struck with fear o' their lives and thrones, 

Should give the peasant equal liberty 

With overweening prince — that liberty 

The famished heart of France was craving for ? 

And well he recompensed these holy men, 

These godly flatterers, with gratitude — 

A gratitude that did not supplicate 

A future favour ; this, meseems, were much 

Too vile a thought for him whose reputation 

Men with the sweet confections of their brains 

Had sugared o'er with dainty epithets, 

But with a bounteousness more prodigal 

Than woman's love requited them — he gave 
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Them heaven — for many a tonsured head beneath 

The gory guillotine, with hideous grin, 

Made awful salutation to the friend 

That was their executioner. My soul 

Repels the fiend that tells me I shall mate 

Ambition with such ghastly purposes. 

I was not bom to bait my fellow-man 

To death, nor did I from my mother's breasts 

Draw other milk than that which nourished in 

My heart a kindliness for all. I dare 

Not 'gainst my natural bent array the baser 

Promptings of such a hellish hope. For what 

Is all the glory of this world, its fame, 

Which to the thunderings of a measureless time 

Is as the babble of a tiny brook, 

The praise of sycophants, the historian's laud, 

Which is destructible as the frail page 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 
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That it is written on, if sullied honour 

Taint the pure spring of conscience, and we fear 

To look upon the secret tablets of 

Our hearts, which others could not character, 

Save with the furtive glances of a coward's 

Eye ? If a lewd and errant lust for power 

Should lure me to the verge of doom, and tempt 

My fame to sate its glutton appetite 

In human gore— How then? How then, my soul? 

Banish the thought ! I must not think on it, 

It makes my blood flow backwards to its source, 

Unmanning me, and all my limbs are struck 

As with an ague, lest some damnfed hate 

Should make me cry a havoc on my foes. 

I could not wear the Phrygian cap of government 

At such rack price ; nor could I, for the boast 

Of influence o'er a wavering multitude. 
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Pawn my, as yet, unblemished soul to hell, 
Twere better I myself should die a slave 
Than be the doomsman of a hecatomb 
Of lives. My brain throbs wildly, and my brow 
Sweats with an icy fear, as memory dwells 
Upon the fate of him who once to France 
Was idol, demigod — a torturing death 
Overtook him even while the glorious sun 
Of his aspiring youth illumined its 
Meridian with the gorgeous pageantry 
Of an illusive hope. 

He is a fool 
Who hazards happiness upon the will 
Of the unstable populace, as I 
Have done ; for 'tis as fickle in its course 
As are the winds, and as unsatiable 
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As Malstrom's boiling pool which swallows seas, 

Regurgitating these again, that it 

Again may gorge. But were this all the ill 

A people's dupe, their Tribune, had t' oppose 

Twere well; for with prevision he might feat 

His aims to baffle a surprise. But there 

Is Hatred in his van, and Envy at 

His heels, while Rumour, Calumny, and Malice, 

Like three leashed blood-hounds, sniflf the very air 

He breathes. Thus far from these I have escaped 

Unscathed ; and if my judgment be not tricked 

By my desire, an evil that betimes 

Befalls the wisest men, I have nought to fear. 

And yet I now remember me — (it was 

About that season in the late gone year, 

Which in the Roman calendar was called 

The ides of March — a season marked with blood. 
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Which th' annalists relate bred civil war 

And rent with anarchy imperial Rome.) — 

That one with weird presagement fluttered me. 

Twas he whom the assassin tongues of slander 

Have with unwonted bitterness assailed, 

Until they bankrupted a mint of lies, 

And beggared their imaginations in 

Th* unequal strife ; for Truth no gorget needs, 

Nor Honour neither if 't be sulliless : 

'Tis its own buckler. How the censor's voice 

Wakens oflfensive hate in guilty breasts. 

Stirs up the baleful bile of jaundiced passion, 

And like a horror in the drunkard's brain 

Allures them ev'n to crime ! And wherefore was 

Such wrath unvialed on him ? Because he spake 

Against the vices of his countrywomen — 

Which, God be thanked, have not as yet begrimed 
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The candid beauty of that holy fame 

For purity of love and life, whereby 

Our maidens and our mothers hold a place 

Unparagoned among their kind on earth. 

It was a jealous love which prompted him 

To speak with cauterizing tongue, proclaiming 

Those who with subdolous and wily mien 

Profane the name of daughter and of wife, 

Disporting their voluptuous blandishments 

E'en to abandonment, and bartering 

With paramours their chastity for pelf. 

Or robes, or gems, their virtue could not buy, 

Or for a whim which with a woman hath 

More force than interest or argument. 

And there are those who, ever prodigal 

O' their favours cense their lewd lives with lust 

Behind the arras of their husband's name. 
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Where they like dicers with unholy deeds 

Gamble in wantonness their honesty 

For the antic glory of a c)rprian's wreath. 

Ev'n he it was who did forbode that I 

Should fall from my elated place i' the hearts 

Of men by cruel treachery of some 

I had windlassed into Parliament 

It was esteem for me that prompted him 

To speak, and by my life, he spake as one 

Who by some mystic artifice had read 

The hearts of men, and knowing them, with such 

A rapt prolation as the seers owned 

In the mystic times, warned me of those 

Two brothers, who with flattery's honied speech 

Palter with me, and with sweet-savoured words, 

Dropt from unwholesome tongues, protest their loves 

The while their hearts proclaim them perjurers. 
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And one of these wooes popularity 

In ribald verse, and belches treason in 

Pulsative words ; withal, he hath the art 

True poets only can be masters of ; 

For with his lyric reed he '11 pipe ^ song 

As dainty as a violet coronal 

By maiden fingers woven. But oh I fear 

The worser part of him hath tainted t' other 

The muses would have fain kept undefiled. 

And what of him, that chief of ciceruacks — 

Shade of Brunetti, pardon mine oflfence ! — 

Who in his grisled years a toga donned ? 

A flatulent declaimer, one who writhes 

Like wounded worm, while wringing from his hps 

A counterfeited woe ; an advocate 

Who in his pleadings doth High Heaven 

Itself convene to hear. This blasphemy 
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Creates in me such ^leen, that I do curse 
The ill-omened day, the evil hour which bound 
These creatures' fortunes unto mine. And these 
Forsooth, are they, if should I scorn their loves. 
Who shall like ghastly heralds stalk upon 
The paths I tread, making my fortune quail 
With wincing fear before their dire revenge ! 
Wherefore contemplate sorrows ere they 're bom. 
And picture to the mind abortive fears 
As though they had grown to pale perfection ? No ; 
I '11 wait my coming troubles in the gap 
Of my discomfiture, and there with them 
Do battle, though I am ousted in the strife. 
Perchance this ruthless augurer foretold 
An ill to which his own malicious thoughts 
Were father. No \ it could not be. Truth burns 
In honest hearts, and burning prompts 
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The obedient tongue to tell the heart's secreted 

Knowings, in words which no malingerer 

Could fashion though he owned an alchymist's skill. 

And should these men by machmations fell 

Hurl my be-gilded reputation in 

The smelting-pot of their unholy hate, 

I little care ; for in my following 

Are desperate men, who lech in heart for such 

A bloody enterprise as I should then 

Unfold to them. Shame is by blood avenged. 

And know, Idoan, that the bloody part 

Thou own'st hath counterpart in me. I know 

Not fear ; and at the value of a fig's 

Stalk prize the puling wretch who quails before 

A keen, life-sluicing blade. But wherefore play 

The brag? He best can boast, who boasting soars 

Above those recreant grovellers who feed 
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With a voracious appetite on others' 
Folly. I, alas, have many such, 
Who, playing puppet-senators, do like 
A flight of vultures prey upon the bare 
Dishearted carcasses of mouldering wrongs. 
Such upstarts of occasion are these men, 
That like a corn-field overgrown with tares, 
They must be weeded out, else the pure grain 
Of Patriotism will cease to flower. Who, who 
Are those that sometimes I must truckle to ? 
Mushrooms of an intellectual race, 
Which the corrupting airs of treason bred. 
These must be weeded from the healthy soil 
Of that fair land, the fairest sister 
Of the sistering isles that deck the English main. 
Faugh ! mine 's a gloomy dream. I often wish, 
With sorrowing heart, that I had never lent 
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The better portion of my life to such 
A fineless mission. I must now consort 
With tapsters, bakers, paste-and-scissor hacks. 
The bellows-blower of a smithy's forge — 
Whom a pernicious wish, not his desert, 
Hath huddled to the legislating place — 
Delators, renegades, bagmen, and knaves, 
Villains high-stomach'd with their late success, 
Who blush not at the cankerous name of liar. 
Such as by Bosporus gain a livelihood, 
E'en to the filling of their greedy purse. 
By playing journeymen to treachery, 
And eaves-droppers beneath the garb of friends. 
The robe such traitorous miscreants wear 
Is woven of the silken filaments 
Of Kos ; 'tis worn to entice a curious eye — 
Thus were the Grecian wantons garmented. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



34 THE TRIBUNE REFLECTS. 

Yet there are some whom I with pleasure can 

Embrace, and from the amenities of whose 

Most sweet converse draw knowledge ; for their words 

Are Wisdom's, and these are unto my soul 

Refreshing as the limpid waters that 

Did bubble from Egeria's fabled fount. 

The Gracchi ! Shall they be my paragons ? 
Tiberius forced the Senate to allot 
The lands amongst the people, as I would 
Distribute 'mongst that horde unsatiable 
And selfish, lands that by the right of birth, 
Succession, lawful purchase, now pertain 
To the patrician tribe. This madding wish 
For spoil has drawn the baser-souled to join 
The social-wrecking standard I have raised. 
These would like leeches suck substantial life 
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From others' pain, carouse on kmdred blood, 

And like a famished panther banquet on 

A heart procinct for hallowed purposes, 

If thereby they could flesh their whetted lusts, 

And satisfy their abject brigand will. 

How sweet are promises ! How rich the mine 

That yields those lustrous jewels, that do fall. 

With teeming prodigality, from tongues 

That gloze a wily wish, scorning redemption ! 

These are my baits. Flaunt them before a fool. 

E'en though they flash with fire as substanceless 

As meteoric stars, the idiot mind 

Receives them as a precious gift, and fails 

Not to extol him benefactor who 

Bestoweth them. Shall I contemn with sneers 

These punks to every demagogue's desire, 

Or pity their forlorn credulity ? . . • . 
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But Gracchus in some sort redeemed his word — 

He gave the lower commons of the state 

Of Rome a civil franchise far beyond 

Their hopes, thus causing that great commonwealth 

To shake upon its wattles as I shake, 

By hollow threats from itching tongues, the huge 

Foundations of Britannia's mighty rule. 

Full oft to my unjoyous soul it brings 

A ray of merriment, to think how I 

Ev'n by a word foment a fear, ay, wake 

Dismay i' the Briton's adamantine breast 

Lest I should raze those grand Cyclopean rocks 

Whereon this Queen of Amazons, whose feet 

Atlanta's glaucous waters lave, is throned. 

It seems to me that this imperial dame. 

Proud of her world-extending sway, doth like 

A puling brach yelp at the crack-voiced whoop 
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Of every meanest whipper-in. . . . And yet 

This Gracchus died an ignominious death. 

Under the bludgeons of a riot mob 

He fell. But what imports the letting out 

Of life — its time or means, if by such shame 

One's enslaved country gains its liberty ? 

And yet his hapless fate advising me, 

I durst not choose him as my counterpart ; 

For I would live to taste the sweets of power 

Accruing from my more than bondsman's toil. 

What if that skulking ingrate, Scaeva, should, 

By envy prompted, conjure the wraith of doom 

From its swart habitation to assault 

My honour, hurl me from my topping place. 

And cast a murderous net o'er all my plans ? 

Most like — most like the wretch conspires for this, 

Ev'n while my silent thoughts express my fears. 
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How often my suspicions whisper me 

He apes such dark design ! For danger makes 

Even cowards valorous. . • . He dare not do 't ; 

Since on my lips his life's surcease depends. 

If but a word — the deadly word that lies 

Secluded in my soul — were uttered, hinted, 

Ere the new sun had risen to gild the morn, 

The carcass which enwrapt his recreant heart 

Should by sicarian hands be left to rot 

Beneath its smiling rays. And if one act 

Of his gave my suspects the chill impress 

Of truth, my accusing tongue should fulminate 

His execration through the world ; and all 

The clamorous hate of those who follow me 

Should in tempestuous thunder-tones of rage 

Re-echo it again — avenging me. 

After Tiberius' death, his brother Gains 
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Strove for the liberty the people craved, 

By menacing the obdurate Senate with 

The mob, and would have wrecked by tumult, 

And a lawless brawl the Roman State, 

Had not a counter-riot ruin brought 

On his intents — the Fates implacable 

Clipped the well-plumed wings of his design. 

Flying before an infuriate herd of slaves 

He died a suicide i' the Fury's Grove. 

Thus fall the people's favourites : and thus 

The surging wrath of the unthinking crowds 

Doth ever flush with refluent current on 

The men who wakened it, till they themselves 

Gulped in the steaming stream of their own blood 

Like Tantalus pay the grim mulct of their 

Unhallowed deeds. With words oracular, 

Like a rapt sybil that forebodes a woe. 
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Cornelia warned her son if he should tread 

The blood-trailed path his brother trod. She wrote :- 

* Shall then our house of madness have no end ? 

Or where the goal ? Have we not had enough 

To shame us, having rent the Commonwealth 

By civil strife ?' O God ! And I ... My house . . 

I dare not think on it He heedless of 

Her black presage did battle for the holy 

Cause which the commons feigned to love, and thus 

Became their dupe, their sacrifice. But I 

Have ever made the people tools of mine. 

And they, not I, shall be the sacrifice, 

Should England ask for my sedition blood. 

Am I not in the printed sheets that flaunt 

Their fallacies appraised, ' Illustrious,' 

And * Incorruptible,' 'a Hero'— ev'n by some 

(But they are crafty demagogues who puff 
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The inane ravings of the populace 
That they may feast on their inconstancy), 
* A saviour of my country ? ' O ye fools ! 
You have been ever prey to your own folly, 
And pastured on the ofFal flung at you 
By dastards who despised you while ye fed. 

Hah ! If I wake revolt against the priests, 
Assail the Papal rule, convulse the state 
With worse than civil strife — ^religious feud ? 
It were unwisely done, and evil, failure 
Must follow the essay. Thus far have I 
So well dissembled with these men, and veiled 
My drift of action from their searching gaze ; 
So welded their uncertain influence 
To mine, that they do sweep all obstacles 
Away, nay, list new aids to my adventure. 
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And babbling falsehoods in the Pontiff's ear — 

The while unconscious that they utter them — 

Seduce him from the fealty he owes 

Himself, to champion social theories 

That sap the essential life of kinglihood. 

What of Rienzo ? Shall I emulate 

His fortunes ; be the idol of the Church ; 

Wear purple ; let the people hail me as 

Their Tribune ; and in all the circumstance 

Of state ward rival kings ; to be then thrust 

From pride of station, hunted like a fox, 

A houseless vagabond, to be again recalled, 

Taste of the clo)dng sweets of sovereignty, 

Wrestle against the hierarchs and lords 

Who trample on my countrymen, and then 

To die amid the exultant shouts of those 

Who hoimded me ? Why, at the appalling thought 
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My heart doth beat its terror-throb, and makes 

Me like an aspen quiver ; for such shame 

Would wake a paean in the jealous hearts 

Of all mine enemies. But wherefore seek 

To match the heroes of the past? Why strive 

To mould and fashion modem policy, 

On measures incoherent in our days ? 

Twere better to propound impossible 

Social theorems and thereby convulse, 

With numerous and infinitesimal fears 

The grave conservators and retrogade 

Supporters of our miseries ; for good 

Thereby careering through the realm, like brands 

Of fire on foxes* tails, shall rutilate 

With civilizing flames our night of woe. 

And amid dazzling splendours, Phcebus-like, 

Herald the glorious mom of Liberty. 
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But to invent new schemes, opposing old, 

Reviving by a mental confluent force 

The skeletons of past abuses, is 

Not mine ; so I perforce must imitate, 

Adapt, assimilate, passing upon 

The world the base but glistering currency 

Of tact for the pure coin of intellect ; ♦ 

For he who thus is dowered, though poor in wit, 

Must in the race for fame, by many strides. 

Outrun the genius who, irresolute. 

Pauses to gauge his adversary's pace. 

The people ! Who are they ? The people ? 
A nation's plague-spot, where conspiracies. 
Seditions, rapes, and murders suppurate. 
And treason hatches regicides, withal. 
The purging* fire that purifies these vices 

\ 

\ 
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In furnace fierce and inexorable. 

This is the fickle faction that I lead, 

Whom it were a felony against myself, 

If I or foolishly confided in, 

Or with unreason did too much distrust. 

No, no ; I '11 choose the Machiavellian mean, 

And hazard nought upon its punic faith. 

As when a helmless bark on ocean cast 

Is rocked in dreamy dalliance in a calm. 

Or swept by current or contentious winds 

To kindly haven or destroying chff, 

Ev'n so I 'm driven o'er the restless sea 

Of policy, whither the magnet .of 

Ambition, popular acclaim, attracts me. 

At times, as though a coward fear assailed 

My will, I hesitate to follow in 

The track of my ascending star, whose bright 
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Effulgence lummates my hopes. But why 

Despair ? What boots it should the gloomy end 

Betray, if purblind chroniclers applaud ? 

But I must vaunt the people's power, 

Tell them that light and air and land are gifts 

God-given — our natural right, for which man owes 

His fellow nought, that every citizen 

Should have an equal share of property, 

And in a panoply of burnished words 

Show how these crawling caterpillars are 

The props and stays of this great state of ours. 

These then with eyes of rapt amazement dose 

Their idiotic minds with treason from 

My gestures not my words — although I have 

(Let this confession be my absolving shrift) 

Spurted from iny obedient lips more lies 

About my country and her woes than would 
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Suffice to hold a troop of damned souls 

In the perpetual bonds of hell. But I 

Am held a peerless patriot ; so that 

Which would in others, lesser sinners, be 

A dire offence, in me is virtuous 

And noble. Thus it ever is. The man 

Whom popularity proclaims a saint, 

Ev*n though his soul with sin should be surcharged, 

Is as a saint canbnised in the hearts 

And common praise of men ; but he who is 

Misprised, and by his neighbours judged a vice, 

Though he were pure as babe, immaculate 

As heaven, would as a leprous plague be shunned, 

And with less favour than the Devil himself 

Receive a salutation. 

I must cease 
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To chafe myself with these conflicting thoughts, 
For lo 1 I hear the muffled footfalls of 
That sleek conspirator and Cretian patch — 
The burlesque Cato of the Agrarian League \ 
A braggart, whose bemurrained mind is like 
His countenance, awry ; whose staring eyes, 
With native insolence, do always glare 
At his audacity. And I must bear 
With him and his. This agony of soul 
Alone is mine ; so none shall know of it — 
For while alluring fortune beckons me 
Along, I'll follow it, ev'n to the verge 
Of death— ay, hell, if but a musard hope 
Should taste success, and my ambition dower 
Me with a specious immortality. 
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A Greek, and of Miletus citizen, 

By birth Phoenician, of Agenor's and 

The mighty Kadmean line am I. . • . But this 

Vain boast of kindred with the Olympian tribe, 

This borrowed honour from the shades of Hell— 

A bauble and a snowdrift in itself 

To one who holds the Gods in dread esteem. 

And fain would shape his life to some good end, 

Is nought : its very utterance, in sooth, 

Blurs the chaste name of true philosophy, 
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And warps the aspirations of the mind. 
Yet since this shadow is a Hellen's pride, 
I with my race claim common origin. 
The which established, I, for mine offence 
Of vanity, forthwith appease the Powers 
With spiritual sacrifice and such 
Oblations as are meet and opportune. 
Then searching out the secrets of my heart 
I find the hope that reigns supremely there : — 
That yearning after immortality, 
That sanctified communion with the Gods 
Which compensates the drooping soul for all 
The woes and troublous days that compass it 
When burthened with life's mutability. 

It follows since the restless Sun obeys 
Some occult law, unwearied travelling o'er 
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Its endless and ecliptic path, that we 
Therewith should have a common origin, 
And live for fineless years in that far land 
Whose mystic frontiers marge the volcanic west, 
Whence Helios draws his never-wasting fires. 

That apt discrimination must be ours 
Let 's weave the subtil web of argument 
And reasoning appraise this quickening wish. 
For wisdom lives not in a multitude 
Of words ; but rather in a virtuous thought, 
Or in the adoration of some holy thing, 
Which elevating us gives honour 
To the ever-generous Gods, and dowers us 
With spiritual strength to overcome 
The railing talk of unreflecting fools. 
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In what vague complement of man abides 
This Time's multlplicate, this magic flame, 
This deathless essence, this supreme delight ? 
This query 'tis that baffles speculation, 
Outwits the cunning of philosophers, 
Trammels the aspiring intellects that fain 
Would cope with the almighty ken of Zeus, 
Inhabit heaven, and irrigate the fields 
Elysian with the translucent tears of Hope. 

Vain aspiration ! that must trip and truckle 
In every stride ere it can bound the dark 
Abyss that gapes and separates us from 
The empyreal heights where mighty Wisdom 's throned. 

Yet knowledge, though imperfect, of ourselves. 
Which learns our minds the meanness of its wit. 
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Man sometimes flirteth with, thereby attaining 

Much in the strange infatuate pursuit 

That paragons perfection and the truth. 

So I, in my humility, presume 

To probe and perforate these mysteries. 

And poise the varied arguments that crowd 

On judgment and my sympathy 

With all the capabilities my mind 

Is dowered with. Ev'n thus I measure them : 

The flesh is not for endless joys designed ; 

Tis but the robe that clothes the naked soul 

Laced round it with such air}' jesses as 

The silvery gossamer binds Autumn with, 

And is of texture frail, corruptible. 

But the great Protoplast that guides our will, 

And mouldeth our intelligence hath in't 

The fires unquenchable, perpetual, 
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That light our sorrow-laden bodies through 
The impenetrable gloom of Acheron. 

From dreams and fancies numerous as desires 
^Vhich fools propound for premises, I thus 
Deduce, and here vain dialectics clip, 
Not caring further scrutiny of these 
Unbalanced theories and diatribes 
Which dam the current of pure reasoning, 
And cloud by syllogisms adorned with words 
The mom and eve-star of our minds and lives. 
For this in Nature find we monitor. 
And her monitions basely imitate. 
Doth not our pigmy satellite bedrape 
The pro-creative and eflfulgent Sun 
In transient darkness by its passage 'twixt 
Our finite vision and its majesty? 
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I hold this new-bom tenet of my brain — 
This diagnosis of the immortal soul — 
To be a paradox, a verity, 
An axiom qualified by germs and gests 
And whatsoever hath incipient life — 
Such things as mortals durst not analyse. 
I deem that unknown influence which dwells 
Concealed in inorganic substances 
Wherein a complex nature bides, orgasm 
Subjective, as in amber which attracts 
Whilst it repels — ^and this I call the soul. 
Tis this that freights our bodies in the womb 
Maintaining us distinctive and apart. 
An individual self throughout that lapse 
Incomprehensible and unconfined 
By finite speech, yet vaguely called — Eternity. 
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O glorifying thought ! O hope supreme ! 
I conjure from the yet unmeasured depths 
Of man's imagination aught more grand, 
Sublime and comprehensive in its grasp 
Than this my visionary speculation. 
It vibrates wildly in my heart, and wakes 
In every artery and vein its truth, 
Inspiring me with its divinity. 
What terror then hath death for such an one ? 
Example me — ^who this intuitive 
Advisement trust as spiritual creed, 
And from expediency compatible 
With hope hold as mine own. I fear it not : 
For Life nor Death can menace not that part 
Which knows no difference where'er it dwells — 
In heart-suspiring air, or earthy urn, 
Or ever wandering 'mid the eternal stars. 
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And now confined within the realms of Time, 
Where every passion tyrant is by turn, 
The whole usurping oligarchic sway, 
I seek to know myself, that I thereby 
May chasten every wayward wish to attain 
To such perfection as the high Gods love. 
Ev'n thus I strive with all my flesh its frailties, — 
For they are burthensome ; for well I wot 
That when my body wearied sinks to sleep — 
The all-subduing and unwaking sleep 
That cometh after life's conflicting dreams. 
The mystic influence that guided it 
Shall flutter silently across the surf 
That breaketh on the tempest-beaten sands 
Of time and rank corruptibility. 
To where a love reciprocate 'twixt Gods 
And men impelleth perfect knowledge which 
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By sweet communion sublimates our joy. 
Not as on earth where envious natures breed 
Contagious vices caught from slanderous tongues- 
Those prurient suppurations of the mind 
Which grime the candid beauty of our lives, 
And vex the sacred joys of fellowship. 
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CH^RILUS; 

OR, THE LAUREATE POET. 

I CRAVE your sympathy, O Sparta's sons, 
Your pity, O your pity, dole it me ; 
For I am Chaerilus, who once believed 
Himself in Music skilled, a poet bom 
To sing the songs the Muses whispered me. 
O how I loved Tyrtaeus' throbbing notes, 
And strove to rival them in songs of mine ! 
Of warlike deeds IVe sung to teach our sons 
To emulate their sires ; but now, alas, 
Since fortune and Lysander smile on me 
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The art which made me honoured amongst men 
Forsaketh me, and I am now a slave, 
A parasite to him who calls me friend. 
Lysander's battles and debaucheries 
I now must burnish with the gold of verse 
That they may seem acts worthy of the Gods, 
A theme as worthy of immortal song 
As were the combatings by Ilium. 

Manes of Homer ! O avenge my woe ; 
I pipe and melodize this general's praise 
Until the listening crowd amazed exclaim : 
" How great is Sparta in her mighty sons ! 
Her sucklings rival all the warrior-gods. 
Lysander, compeer of th' Atridae, Hail ! " 
For this Lysander makes a feast for me 
And placing on my brow a laurel crown 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CH^RILUS. (i^ 

Drinks deeply to my health, and wine-wild cries : 

'* Homer and Chaerilus, twin-favoured of the Muse, 

I drink to your immortal rhapsodies ! " 

Then calling me * beloved,' embraces me, 

And gives me bribes of gold so lavishly 

That for my songs I blush and feel more false 

Than base Simonides of Kos, the first 

Of bards who bartered poetry for gold. 

But yet 'tis meet that I should make exchange 

Of somewhat for his gifts and festivals. 

Not having aught save the facility 
Of fabricating flowery epithets 
And metric lines, I make a merchandize 
Of these. Ye Gods ! would it were otherwise. 
'Tis my ambition, love of great men's laud — 
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Ev'n though their senseless praise proclaim them fools- 
Precedence, and a seat at Royal feasts 
That tempt my soul, and I for these bestow 
Rolls, lengthy rolls, of sycophantic verse. 
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EUDEMUS. 

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY ARISTOTLE THE 
STAGERITE ON HIS FRIEND EUDEMUS. 

EuDEMUS, exiled from his Kyprian Home, 
At Pherae sickened grievously ; his mind 
Being sore oppressed with doubts about his souVs 
Estrangement from his body after death : 
Whether the huge intelligence that raised • 
Him high above the brute should fail with life, 
Or if the Gods had willed that it should pass 
Into a more congenial element. 
Pure, and untainted by a grovelling wish, 
And dwell there through the illimitable lapse 
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That 's called Eternity, as actual 

As in the years when flesh enveloped it. 

Or, if it were a finite influence 

Of simultaneous birth with life, decreed 

To dissolution when the spark that fired 

Each artery should be puffed out by Death — 

Annihilation being its futile dower. 

While thus tormented with conflicting thoughts 
The high Gods, deeming him a man of mind 
Exalted, trained to things most excellent 
By deep reflection, shewed him in a dream 
Three things which in their issue most should lend 
A charm to Contemplation for some years 
Of life that yet he might consider his. 
First : that the Powers would speed him days of health, 
Complying with his prayers : and secondly, 
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The woof and tissue of the Commonwealth 

Of Pherae should be dipt in twain by Fate, 

For Alexander Tyrannos must soon 

In Hades greet the Manes of his sires. 

And lastly, ere a lustrum were fulfilled, 

He should his vagrant footsteps homeward turn. 

O joyous hope to banquet Thought upon, 
And fascinate his exile dreams a spell — 
To breathe again his native air, to hear 
The piping birds at break of day pour forth 
Their orisons of praise unto the Dawn ! 

Fulfilment of the first twain prophecies, 
Even to the letter of the dream, surcharged 
His yearning soul with hope that ere the fifth. 
And longed-for year were wrapped in Winter's shroud. 
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He should behold the vineyards, purple hills, 
And arrowy streamlets of his island-home. 
Unto whose shores propitious winds 
Waft o'er the waters of the Midmost sea 
The music of the Gods, and songs of Greece, 
The Hellenic mother, and her Colonies, — 
And from the Tyrian ports bear golden prows 
Laden with all the fruits of Orient climes 
Into her hospitable bays. A Queen 
Of seas ! most constant in her royal gifts. 
Not knowing ebb, but always at her flood. 

How shallow is the mind of man ! How mean 
His grasp of intellect — his helm of life ! 
How weak and frail in penetrative power. 
The shadow of an unsubstantial thing 
That fain, withal, would cope with Zeus himself! 
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Ay, truly, did Eudemus travelling 
Upon a hero's bloody path, beneath 
The towers of Syracuse soon get him home 
Leaving e'en me, his friend, an exile still. 

What ! Shall our souls that tenanted the flesh, 
And gave it individuality. 
Greet each in that posthumian Arcane ? 
O grand reflection that bewilders us, 
And balks imagination in its flight ! 
Shall Aristotle's and Eudemus' souls. 
Still freighted with their bodies' friendliness. 
Reciprocate their loves as was their wont 
After this cunning textured robe is rent ? 
It cannot be ! Ye Gods, O would it were. 
That I from hence might bear love's power with me. 
And from the vantage of Eternity 
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Still woo the spirit of my soul's beloved ! 

My master, Plato, who did probe the depths 
Of human actions and desires with art 
Most subtle, and with analytic skill 
Laid bare the secret teguments of thought, 
In vain did reason of the after-life 
Our spirits should attain, freed from the toils 
Of this corporeal frame, imagining 
Existence individual maintained 
In that impenetrable night of doom. 
A speculation substanceless, and void 
Of Reason in its shadowy premises, 
Lacking the first presentment of a truth, 
Which ere deduction logical be viewed 
Must be the rudder of all theories. 
I hold this fascinating dream to be 
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But food for timorous souls, whose turpitude 
Coins golden fancies to alleviate 
The pain most sentient when grim death unbid 
Assails this frail Voluptuary — The Flesh. 

O poisonous aliment that sickeneth 
A tribe Heroic of philosophers ! 
Would I could with some chymic argument 
Expose its deleterious influence, 
Persuading that the arrows of our lives 
Are splintered 'gainst the urns that hold our dust. 

The soul which is the life — thus I divine 
This mystery — in all existing things 
Is similar, a cyclic element 
Of Nature which her baser sort receives 
At birth in plenitude of meaner dower. 
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Which in gradations vivifying each 

Gives it a varied capability 

Of reasoning, and plastic aptitude 

To magnify itself from deeds extern, 

And sympathies immediate to its kind. 

Since in this mighty Kosmic edifice 

Man is her noblest work she charters him 

With this strange life largifluous in his veins, 

Until it fulminates within his breast 

With such augmenting ire that he stands forth 

Defiant of the Gods, a compeer of their ken, 

A challenger and rival of their might 

Ev'n in the mysteries of creative skill. 

By this attrition of external things 
The human soul doth sublimate itself; 
Which doubly purified intelligence, 
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Of varied and distinctive sorts in man, 
Exalts us to a pinnacle supreme 
From whence we scan our huge Progenitor, 
And seek to unfold her occult origin, 
And learn the Primal Cause that moveth her ; 
Nay e'en dispute her proud inheritance, 
Coping with her in all her splendid ways 
With imitative and inventive arts. 

Anterior to this present state, I deem 
The soul that vivifies this flesh of ours 
Was other than the essence of our blood 
That generates ; an atom in a void ; 
A shapeless particle that germinates 
And blossoms with a mystic secrecy. 
Still mantled in the flesh ; then blooms to life. 
Matured by time to shape symmetrical. 
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Moulded within the womb that harbours it 
Tis through this substance, if in form complete, 
The essence which we call the Soul, receives. 
According to its kind, its various powers — 
Our knowledge of the beautiful, of form 
And colour, perfume, harmony and speech, 
Through all the senses, to which man is heir, 
Conveyed to that unknown receptacle 
Where lies the wondrous mechanism that moves 
The pendulum of our mortality. 

If then our soul which caught its living fire 
Primeval to our entrance on the world 
Depend on these for all its faculties. 
How can we hope that it can overreach 
The hours when they are still and functionless, 
When eyes that banqueting on maiden grace 
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Prompted the tongue to utterance of love, 

No longer sparkle with their native fires ; 

When lips once blushing with the damask bloom 

Of jocund youth have ceased to chirp, as they 

Were wont, responsive dithyrambs or hymns ; 

And when the voice which passion taught to sing 

A mistress' praise in melodies as sweet 

As skylark's ode or nightingale's lament, 

Is hushed i' the stillness of a dawnless night ; 

When the warm hand which clasped in ardour thine. 

Protesting amity, lies motionless, 

And ye no more can blend your mutual tears, 

Think'st thou the soul shall gape on such a sight 

From its eternal empyrean ? .... No ; 

It fades with that which fostered it 

In the impervious shadows of the tomb, 

Whither the storm of years is drifting me, 
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To cast me up a wreck upon the reefs 
Impassable that gird the future-land. 

Knowing the destiny invincible 
That daily lies in wait for me, I bow 
Submissive to the Gods' expedient will ; 
For were it otherwise, we might surprise 
Them in Olympus ev n, and vanquish them, 
And ruling in their stead contentiously 
Loose Chaos from his bonds to sack the earth. 
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OR, PLEASURE THE HIGHEST GOOD. 
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Anaxandrides. 
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* 

Here on this lofty mountain's height, beyond 
The echo of a slanderer's voice, I see 
The restless ocean hurl its waves against 
The Empyrean of the all-potent Gods — 
The lightning flicker in the rain-bound clouds ; 
Mute wisdom giving me companionship. 
Unbridled by those wants insatiable 
That trammel oftentimes the flesh, I strive 
To analyse those heavenly oracles — 
The speechless augurs of astrology — 
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That shimmer in the sky's cerulean vault, 

And contemplate with all humility 

The organism of Nature's sire — the Sun — 

By whose all-luminous rays I would rejoice 

To be consumed, if by being mingled in 

His fierce, unsatisfying fires I should 

Become a sharer of the mystery 

Whereby he impregnates his m.istress — Earth, 

Charging her every artery and nerve 

With all the mystic elements of life. 

But since my ragionizing skill is mocked 

By his unfathomable ways, I needs 

Must teach my yearning soul to be content 

To trace his paths through that diaphanous 

Arcane that domes his lover's bower, 

And watch with curious eye those beacon lights 

That burn with trembling flame, and lure our thoughts 
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Ev'n to the verge of wilderment, beyond 
The Cynthian pleasances to paradise 
Where sit in council the eternal Gods 
Revolving all the destinies of man. 

My mind by constant conference with things 
Unfathomable, out of reason's reach, 
Being wearied and by lassitude depressed 
Seeketh repose in contemplating life 
In all its changes, till I strive to learn 
What is the highest good the sons 
Of men can by self-discipline attain ; 
And in what phase of morals and of mind 
Doth life's abstraction, Virtue, culminate. 
This would I show by exposition clear 
From all the rays of our intelligence 
That focus in those extreme, sensuous joys 
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With which our occult passions glow, to tinge 

With splendours and ideal phantasies 

The horizon of that lapse of time, which we. 

By the high Gods impelled, consume in life. 

Concerning these exalted things have I 

Reflected much, and through the intricate toils 

Of mental arguings trained my belief 

To such absorbing certainty, that now 

I glorying in my knowledge, would convey 

Its power to the expectant multitude 

Who thirsts for it, and this would I make known 

Untarnished by that babbling sophistry 

That axiomises the impossible, 

And trades upon the superstitious throng, 

Whose minds devour th* unreal and mystical, 

To flout abroad its flimsy theories. 

Then pandering to the whim most popular 
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Banquet upon their ignorance and hoard 
That lucre which is mutable, and with 
Contagious vice soil Virtue's candid robes. 

Thus preluding my theme, I deem it wise 
To trace the subject from its source, and thus 
Philosoph-like from mystery's confines 
Measure the uncertain depth and latitude 
Of this profound expansive stream, wherein 
A myriad reasoning thoughts have swamped themselves 
E'en in the shallows they have striven to sound. 

My fragile bark thus ill-presaged with reefs 
And unexpected storms, and freighted with 
A thousand fears — I spread my sails before 
Opinion's adverse winds, my spirit helmed 
With Truth invariable, and ballasted 
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With that reflective faculty that stays 
And regulates the mind in boisterous seas 
Of disputative argument and doubt, 
My Pilot — Hope — ^assuring me a haven 
Wherein my soul can rest in halcyon peace 
After this toilsome, fog-bound voyage is o'er. 

This Orb, with full conceptive powers endowed, 
The Demiurgus by strange will ordained 
Should be the centre of the Universe, 
Immobile in itself; but liable 
At cycles to a meteoric change. 
Directed by an influence stellular 
Which balances the attitude of things 
That rules all bodies politic, and draws 
Existence from its self-creating skill. 
Round her revolve the planets and the stars, 
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And all the constellations that begem 

The illimitable sapphire dome of night— 

Their vanguard being the solar element, 

Who in his every evolution casts 

Askance his generating rays to charge 
The seeds of Earth with fructifying life. 
These in their season blossom and bear fruit, 
And cast again their germ to leaven her 
Who thus perpetually within her womb 
Secretes the joys of many harvestings. 
This bounteous largesse of these mated spheres 
Is ours ; and we the offspring of the Gods 
Draw nutriment therefrom to charge our bloods 
With that essential ichor that maintains 
And generates the vivifying power 
Which is the heritage of all that breathe. 
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By Nature man is as a plant that blooms, 
And having flowered fades and dies away 
To mingle with that wold again from whence 
He sprang, and having sprung makes pasture on. 
E'en as the Dawn is herald of the Sun 
Upon its everlasting journeyings, 
And Night the vaward of the Day, so Death 
Is harbinger of Time perpetual ; 
And Life's deciduous hours the oracles 
Of our material immortality. 
Of us the mighty Homer thuswise sang : 
" As leaves that bloom and fade, ev'n so is man, 
Leaves that by winds upon the earth are strewn — 
These ever with returning Spring renewed." 
But seeing that the Deities have given 
Our manhood a supreme, inherent, power, 
An intellectual force whereby we may 
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Attain a mediocrity sublime, 

A yearning for self-perfecting that makes 

Us worthy of communion with the Gods. 

In this pursuit of perfect things we oft 

By hope outrageous — reason mocking us — 

Are tempted to o'erstep the sacred goal 

The Powers supernal have appointed as 

The mystic barrier 'twixt us and them. 

For which offence an all-sufficing shame 

Oppresses us, and Polyphemus-like 

In our despair, doubt urging us, we hurl 

Ourselves into the depths of Hell's abysm — 

Where nor the moon, nor scintillating stars. 

Nor yet the all-penetrating Sun reflect 

Their variant splendours on those prismic nerves 

That catch th' illuminating spark of light 

When vulnerable life possesses them. 
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How great is man 1 the texture of his mind, 
His motions, feelings, will, in all how strange ! 
And yet how frail ! Ev'n as a spider's web, 
Or those obsidian ornaments that deck 
The robing-tables of our Cnidian dames. 
A weird riddle that hath baffled all 
The solving skill of mental artifice 
And e'en appears insoluble in death — 
Death the degrading fate of all mankind. 

Now seeing that the goal of all that lives is Death, 
Man who is Nature's paragon, must seek 
By ways intricate to attain that good 
Which hath in it supremest excellence, 
And which the more distils from life the choice 
Elixir that is fittest aliment 
For souls that have ignoble habitude 
In fleshly bonds, base and corruptible. 
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Pleasure I hold to be the highest good ; 
For in its pastimes multitudinous 
Each man finds aptitude and sympathy 
Wherewith to gratify his heart's desires ; 
And gratifying these, which are betimes 
The creatures of an all-capricious will, 
He weathers through the tempests of his years 
O'er seas close-bound with shoals and rocks 
That ofttimes wreck the wariest mariner, 
Ev'n to the haven of eternal night — 
Of death upon whose yet uncharted shores 
The boiling billows of tempestuous time, 
Wafted by plangent winds, break noiselessly. 
Withal I counsel judgment in the use 
Of Pleasure's sweets ; for 'twere not well that man 
With this great good should to excess disport, 
Nor with voluptuous dalliance toy therewith. 
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Nay, rather he should seek to moderate 
The ever-craving appetites of lust, 
Compelling due obedience to his will. 
I would commend obedience, temperance. 
In every joy, ev'n though the qualities 
Of virtue, health, and happiness 
Combine therein to consummate our bliss. 

The knowledge that within our reach doth lie 
The good, the perfect mode of life, which all 
Aspire to, and with holy strivings seek 
To attain to make complete our happiness, 
Sufficeth not — for, truly, man to know 
And not endeavour for, the knowledge his 
How to obtain, were as the ken of beast 
An instinct base and no whit reason's flower. 
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Seeing that Pleasure is attainable, 
Not by the intricate philosophic maze 
Of argument, but by the simple ways 
True wisdom indicates, 'tis meet that man 
In earnest-wise encompass it ; for 'tis 
The dower the ever-generous Gods bestow 
On suppliant searchers after mystic Truth. 
'Tis Pleasure purified that puts a ban 
On Vice, regnant usurper of the soul, 
And makes us, grovellings of the human tribe. 
Fit consorts of the eternal deities. 

Now that my body's tryst with Death is nigh, 
And I must waste to fructify the earth — 
I with unlonging eye gaze on the world. 
Murmuring a sad Farewell — ^whilst yet the echo 
Of the Hail with which I welcomed life 
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Falls like a wail upon mine ears ; for now 
The Gods await me and I joyous haste 
Where inexhaustive fires illumine all. 
Even thus hath spoken the Interpreters 
Of sacred mysteries and auguries. 
For while I stood within the holiest place 
Of Apis' temple, lo ! the God himself 
Approached me, and my garments licked 
Caressingly, ev'n while the hierophants 
Prepared the sacrificial cates, thus by 
Divine election choosing me to bear 
His Godhead, everlasting fellowship 
In the translucent meads of Paradise, 
Where I shall learn the influence that gives 
Resplendent beauty to the immortal Sun. 

Lo, now upon the t)rmpana of life 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EUDOXUS. 97 

I hear Death beating his reveille, 

And I forthwith must marshal me to bear 

Him company across that soundless stream 

Upon whose utter bank Time fallow lies, 

And memory looks not on the past, but with 

The eager eyes of Truth for ever peers 

Into the eternal realms where Pleasure reigns, 

And where the palpitating stars which gem 

The sapphire curtain of the night, are paled 

Before th' irradiant splendours of the sun. 

Thither I am hastening — I come — I come. , 
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Alfonso III., Duke of Modena, after the death of his wife Isabella, 
daughter of Charles Emmanuel of Savoy, became a Capuchin monk, 
September 8th, 1629, taking the name of John Baptist of Modena. 
After fifteen years of a religious monastic life he died at Garfagnana 
in the year 1644, at the age of fifty-four years. This poem is 
supposed to have been written by him the night previous to his 
religious profession in the Capuchin Convent of Marano, in the 
Tyrol. 
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SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN ON THE VIGIL 

OF THE FEAST OF THE NATIVITY OF THE VIRGIN MARY 

ANNO DOMINI MDCXXIX. 

Immortal honour to the Lord of Hosts ! 
The fountain of all sovereignty and power, 
The only righteous monarch who can rule 
In righteousness — supernal King of men, 
Of kings the King and wisest Emperor ; 
To Him alone be praise and reverence, 
Homage and fealty alone to Him, 
And not to me, nor such as I — a man 
With lusts and appetites as low as brutes 
Which browse along Panaro's banks and chew 
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The cud in peasant's or patrician's stall ; 

Thus whiling life away in heedlessness, 

Or dreaming only of those sensuous joys 

That borrow fleeting raptures from the blood — 

A man, and no whit better man than he 

Unkempt who asks an alms in Modena. 

True, I can boast descendance from a line 

Of lives that caught their being from the seed 

Of royal satellites as brave and base 

And bloodthirsty as any of their kind. 

But what of this ? an empty vaunt that should 

Suffuse my face with blushes ; for their crimes 

Have dashed with gore the glorious chronicles 

Of Italy, be-murrained with their vices 

The candid brow of her, who through the strife 

Of centuries Bellona-like, has led 

Her famished sons over the shifting sands 
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Of slavery, towards that beacon light 

Which is the goal of all her hopes— her Liberty. 

And yet I dare to boast of ancestors 1 

A herd of cutpurses and penitents, 

Who erst debauchers were, till shaken with 

The fears of pandemoniac pains, and all 

The cumulative torturings that Hell 

Pens up, like hungry panthers chained, 

To loose on them when their life's journey 's o'er. 

They shrived their souls, serpiginous with sin, 

E'en on the threshold of the doom that yawned for them. 

For oh, there are such hideous banquetings 

Upon the perjured souls of damnfed kings 

That e'en the fiends do quail at their despair. 

O God ! and I was one of these for whom 
The Devil ere my birth made pact ; whose sires 
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Wore double crowns — the cuckold's and the king's ; 

Whose hands reeked with the blood of friends, 

Of brothers, mothers, mistresses, and maids : 

Dishonourers of virgins, parricides ; 

Men whose best words were traitors to their tlioughts ; 

A ghastly phalanx of perfidious knaves. 

Forsooth, a royal heritage to give 

A mortal to emblazon honour with. 

E'en ere he learned or lisped the name he bore ; 

Thus sullying th' escutcheon of his yet 

Unsullied soul, and weaving 'gainst his will 

The net that should entoil him in daihnation ; 

For burdened with a birthright, and a power 

Supreme above his kind he sought not for. 

He tramples on a hecatomb of slaves, 

Who* by their willing servitude him haste 

To vicious ways that work his own undoing. 
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This is the brag of sovereignty, the which 
Rehearsed before the judgment-seat of God, 
Shall make the listening seraphs weep, the while 
It wakes a howl of ribald mirth in Hell. 

Ah me ! soon shall my body waste and rot 
In clay, to feed and fatten worms, 
Ev'n as a leper's doth ; and the same wind 
Which fanned the summer, smiling on us twain, 
Flaunting his fetid rags to mock the pomp 
Of tyranny, shall incensed silence waft 
In equal favour o'er our lonely graves. 

Death, death, the plummet of equality. 
Doth level all ! And heeding this, I fain 
Would Heaven propitiate, who merciful. 
The Holy Virgin interceding there, 
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Shall measure my endeavours by the will 
Which prompted them. 

For this I don 
The humble Cappuccino cowl, and ape 
That gaunt humility, which it is meet 
I should, after the years of purpled pride 
Wherein I charged my soul with many sins. 
But oh I fear me I can ne'er attain 
To mould my thoughts to such a scant perfection 
In ways of godliness and charity, 
As saintly books record as of such worth 
And purifying influence amongst 
The suffering and the sinful of mankind 
To justify in future years, with solemn rite, 
Rome's Pontiff and Christ's Vicar to enroll 
The name of D'Este with the saints who seek 
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Of God in heaven indemnity for sin. 

Yet there is vanity in such a wish 

As this, that savours spiritual pride. 

But Where's that heart which beats in human breast, 

That is not sometimes prey to arrogance ? 

Perchance seclusion, fasting, penance, prayer. 

May fit me for that land unknown, where love 

Triumphant reigns, and sorrow hath not kin. 

There, when these bonds corruptible, which bind 

My soul to earth, have fallen off, I shall 

For that eternity which ever roUeth on — 

Marked nor by seasons nor the pulse of Time — 

Make spiritual festival beneath 

Our Father's gleaming countenance with her 

Who shadowed forth with me in Modena 

The mystery of Christ's union with His Church ; 

For oh I loved her with surpassing love, 
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And she with all her passion's loveliness 
Requited it 

Now will I kneel and pray. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE DAUGHTERS OF JOY 

A PROLOGUE 

TO 

A POSTHUMIAN REVEL. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Ill 



THE DAUGHTERS OF JOY: 

A PROLOGUE 

TO 

A POSTHUMIAN REVEL. 

Awake, ye daughters of imperial bliss, 
And shed your magic influence of love 
O 'er all the sorrow-burthened ways of life ! 
Tell with what mystic inspiration ye 
Instil into our natures transient joys I 
Whisper the thrilling pleasure of your souls, 
And let the light winds waft abroad your loves ! 
Teach me, oh teach me, those weird harmonies 
That make sweet music in your dreams, that I 
May echo their ethereal strains with song. 
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Ah how shall I with heaven's cunning art 
Clothe your frail loves in all their brilliaftt robes, 
Or wreath your lovely brows with those gemmed crowns 
That sparkled in the sunshine of your youth, 
And shed a splendour o'er your wakening hopes ! 
Could I but conjure from these mouldered years 
The beauties that the phantom traceries of thought 
Endowed your lives with, then my soul should wake 
The dormant glories of the past, to dazzle 
With their glow the gloom of deathless years. 

In suchwise as these visions came to me. 
Filled with the influence of their loves, 
Whose varied tales aroused my sympathy, 
Will I make full the passion of my song. 
And murmur to the listening multitude 
In limpid strains from my melodious lyre, 
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The rapturous symphonies of lips and lives 
And hearts whose concord preluded a dream. 

Behold I slumbered in the arms of death : 
And as I thus entranced made mock of time, 
My spirit winged to nether hell in quest 
Of those fair priestesses of Love's strange rites, 
Who held on earth the sovereignty of bliss, 
Until I rested in that valley through which flows, 
In turgid silence. Hell's most fluent stream. 
By its steep, solitary banks I saw 
Some myriad souls, unharnessed by the flesh, 
In wanton mirth and dire confusion glide 
On the calm surface of that murky flood — 
And ceaselessly they wailed and wept, 
And with strange songs the silence broke — 
Songs whose sweet melodies and cadences 
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Were of this world — familiar to mine ear. 

Then passed before my view a throng of maids, 

Whose hair was decked with orient pearls, 

And all the glittering gems of varied hue. 

That earth secreteth in her treasuries. 

These moved in silence through this fearful vale, 

Not looking left nor right ; but with fixed eyes 

They peered into the darkness that in clouds 

Hung o'er the path they fain would tread upon. 

And after these there followed dancing girls, 

Who, to the measure of their glancing feet, 

A requiem and a lamentation played ; 

And ever as they danced they wept and sang 

Unutterable things, which are not given 

To me to tell. — This is their penalty. 

Amid these sprights that hovered by this swart 

Nepenthean stream, were those who were the queens 
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Of Love's mysterious joys. These were enrobed 

In shrouds of ether foam, through which one might 

With curious eye behold the lissome grace, 

And symmetry of every limb. These marched 

Along triumphantly, and scattered as they went 

Globules of crystal like to tears, which as 

They fell flashed fire, and burned with shimmering light. 

Meseemed where plied a ferry o'er the flood, 
Death stood, and made obeisance as they passed ; 
But these deigned not to heed his dire salute — 
But laughing, mocked, and merry riot made 
With their sweet voices ; and their eyes beamed bright 
With many a wanton thought when they beheld 
The Tyrant of the grave discomfited. 
As he inclined again to give salute, 
His haggard front, pale with a thousand woes 
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And maladies, grfew flushed, and in his throat 
A blasphemy arose ; but ere he spoke 
The bitter tell-tale of his champing ire, 
A howl, as from the caverns of despair, 
With hideous discord smote mine intent ears, 
As he, with muffled groans amid the noise 
Of waters gurgling in a whirling pool. 
Sank 'neath the Stygian stream, to rise anon 
With the dread sceptre of life-conquering power. 

With reinfed breath I stood appalled, when I 
Beheld this witching sight, scarce musing aught 
The while, when lo, another vision of 
Mysterious drift stole on my wildered brain. 

Upon the utter bank, in golden sheen. 
Stood Rushvan, angel-guardian of the gates 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE DA UGHTERS OF JOY. x 1 7 

Of Paradise, with index finger pointing 
These women-servitors of Paphia's will 
Unto a hill, that with precipitous 
Ascent rose from the sullen river's bank — 
These to him all-obedient tarried not 
Until they clomb the mountain's side as far 
As one with fifty strides might take himself. 
Here did they halt dismayed ; for lo, the mount 
Was rent in twain ; and underneath their feet 
A plumbless fissure yawned, whence issued flames 
And liquid fires, and poisonous airs ; for here 
Lay slumbering all the fumes of sighs 
Since Time received a name, Hell wakened tears, 
And Love's elixir was dissolved in tears ; 
Since life was paid the tribute of a breath, 
And all delicious things were struck with death. 
Here as a babe within its mother's womb 
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Abide all wails and tears, till Israfil, 
Arch-herald of the militant of heaven, 
Shall with his resurrection trump proclaim 
A complete pardon and eternal peace 
Unto the fainting souls that uttered them. 

Then those who in their pride and queenliness 
Made mock of Death, beholding this, bowed down, 
And breathed in awe a penitential prayer, 
And as I watched them in amaze, I saw 
A cloud of snowy whiteness belt the mount. 
Enveloping this throng as in a mist. 
Which sank as by a spirit moved, until 
It laid itself upon the water's breast — 
Which nor a ripple nor a breath of air 
Disturbed — and then assumed the graceful form 
Of a Venetian bark (as if transformed 
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By a magician's art), upon whose prow 

Of glistering steel, stood Rushvan, winged for flight. 

Then without aid of helm or oar it sailed, 

With its mysterious freight, beyond my view, 

The while strange music, as from viols and harps. 

And human throats, fretted the atmosphere. 

Then looking wistfully towards the mount, 

Where lately I had seen a fissure yawn. 

Behold, a man with shining countenance, 

Stood beckoning me to come to him — whereon 

I mocked within myself, and paid no heed ; 

For, thought I, how can one, even if they would. 

Ford this dark flood ? — and turning to be gone 

I know not whither, I descried a barge. 

Moored in a little creek close where I stood. 

Its sail, which was already set, was fine 

As spider's web, woven of the silk of Kos, 
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And yellow like to burnished shreds of gold. 

Again, the man, for to my finite vision 

Such he seemed, me motioned to approach. 

Which ever as he did, consenting to his wish, 

I leaped into the boat to come to him. 

That forthwith loosed itself and floated thwart 

The current of the stream, some influence 

Unseen propelling it. And as I neared 

The brink I heard a voice — not knowing whence 

It came — cry out : * Abide, FU come to thee.* 

Then sprang I on the shore to wait for him 

Who called — but soon a sickening doubt oppressed 

My heart, and thus I mused within myself ; — 

' If perad venture this should be a fiend, 

That would allure me to the gates of Hell, 

I am undone and meanly bartered for.' 

Then looking up in fear — fear that my limbs 
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Smote with an ague and did paralyse 

My would-be praying tongue — I saw beside 

Me stand him whose behest I had obeyed ; 

He thus with kindly words assuring me : — 

* Friend, fear thou nought, no ill shall happen thee ; 

For I am he who always stands before 

Elohim's throne, fulfilling His commands. 

I Gabriel the archangel am : to me 

Is given the power of showing unto thee 

The immortal mysteries of aftertime ; 

So if thou wilt behold the abiding-place 

Of those fair daughters of the sons of men, 

Who with delicious wiles allured to sin, 

Lay hold upon my heel ; for other part 

Of me may mortal touch not, and Til bear 

Thee whither thou wilt go, and show thee sights 

No man hath ever looked upon and lived.' 
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Then spreading out his wings he rose for flight, 
And would have fled upon his way without 
The freight of flesh he tendered for ; for I 
In my uncertainty gave not assent — 
But as he thus was balanced in mid-air, 
Eager for flight, I clasped his heel, which as 
I did, he lightning-like arose, and thus 
We onward sped, as if a hurricane 
Were cleaving in its wrath the airs of Hell — 
Nor halted we until the gorgeous towers 
Of proud Pornopolis rose to the skies. 

Here resting on a hill that overlooked 
The loveliest city of Infernal lands, 
Mine eyes made festival, and I beheld 
This fascinating landscape for a spell. 
We neither uttered aught the while we paused. 
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Then in suchwise as he had borne me hence, 
Our journey we resumed, until we twain 
Stood faceways 'gainst the city's massy gates — 
Huge gates of brass, well-hinged on adamant, 
Spiked o'er with spikes of fused steel, 
And graven with strange characters, the which 
Did signify licentiousness and love — 
Then with loud voice my angel-guide exclaimed : 
Thabec, O Thabec, vengeful sword of El, 
Custodian of Pomopolis, we would 
Come in.' To which a voice within replied : 
* Whence are you, knockers ? Of what tribe and race, 
That I must heed you, and unbar my gates ? 
Whence do you come, from Heaven or Earth — Proclaim, 
That I may learn if I may ope to you ?' 
Then with a trumpet-tongue, cried Gabriel : 
' I, Gabriel, a chief among the chiefs 
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Of all the tribes of Paradise, without 

Do stand, and with me waiteth one of Earth. 

Thabec, O Thabec, chief among my kin, 

Open the gates to us, we would come in.' 

Then were the mighty bolts that barred these gates 

Drawn back, 'mid noises like a thunder-roll. 

And the great portals widely thrown apart. 

As Thabec, executioner of God's 

Most dire decrees, came forth to welcome us. 

And when I saw him I was sore dismayed. 

And fain would shield me with my guide ; for I 

Stood face to face with him who smiteth us, 

Obedient to the avenging will of Heaven, 

With leprosies, and blindnesses, and pains. 

Delirium, and excruciating woes. 

That rack our bodies ; and he bears us death 

In all its awful shapes— but seeing me 
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Thus quail, he grasped me by the wrist and said : 
* Fear not ; come in, come in and sojourn here. 
Where never mortal found a resting-place, 
And wander whither listest thou.' Even while 
He spake we passed the gates, and lo, I stood 
Beneath the turrets of Pornopolis. 
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AT SERINTONE. 

1880. 

The years have flown since first I hither came, 
Buoyant with all the brilliant hopes of youth, 
And these, like the dead years, have passed in ruth 

To an ignoble grave. The dazzling flame 

That lured my aspiring soul — the same 

That flashed with myriad splendours now, in sooth, 
Is waste and flickers — Fortune ever uncouth, 

Mocks me ; for I am alien still to fame. 

My spirit bitterly within me cries : — 
Ambition, even when blest, is but the chaff 

Of Life's contentment, winnowed with the sighs 

And sorrowings of riven sympathies. 

Yet why lament ? Tis better I should quaff 
Regret's libations, and while drinking — laugh. 
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SARNO. 

Sarno, the Mantuan minstrel sang of thee : 
I, too, in simple song would celebrate 
Tliy glorious history, until elate 

With its inspiring theme, eternity 

Echoed the past. Here dark conspiracy, 
Bloody with mad despair, hastened thy fate, 
As in thy strivings thou didst emulate 

The strife that giveth nations liberty. 

Upon thy richly-watered plain that vies 
In beauty with the limpid blue above, 

Did kings contend and mighty warriors quail. 

Here half-forgotten, fearless Brenno lies — 

That warrior of the North, whose deeds do prove 

That honor doth in valiant souls prevail. 
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TO THE SKYLARK. 

O silvery-throated seraph ! whose sweet song 
Wafts melody through heaven's expansive air, 
Could I but sing love's joys and rapt despair 

In such delicious music, then along 

The myriad ways of weary life would throng 
My soul's harmonic phantoms, ev'n to where 
Amid the shades of ravelled hours repair 

The hopes that to earth's habitants belong. 

Then far beyond the bright sun's brilliant flight, 
Beyond the bourn of ever-returning Time, 

Beyond the sea where reigns eternal night, 
Unto the land of fair, unchanging clime, 

Should glide my soul, like thine, on wings of light 
Where truth-toned words assume a mystic rhyme. 
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TO lONE. 

My cherished soul-mate, how t love to dream, 

And linger pensively on your dear name, 

And in th' arcane of Imagery frame 
A sphere empyreal where you'll fairer seem — 
If fairer you could be, whose soft eyes gleam 

With all the magic of that holy flame 

Which made my spirit thrall when first you came 
Our mutual pledge with kisses to redeem. 
Chief idol in Life's visionary fane ! 

Before you now I bow to ask that love 
Which is to me far more than wealth a gain. 

More than eternal life in realms above. 
So turn not from me since you know my pain, 

And I your faithful love will always prove. 
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Out of the placid depths I see arise 
In majesty a thousand masts that lie 
In grey relief against the blushing sky 

Where Evening's glories picture paradise. 

The clouds are shred to crimson floss, and dyes 
Of azure mingling into purple, vie 
In beauty with dream's cunning phantasy, 

Rich in the wealth of Nature's treasuries. 

Day, silver-fringed with foaming waves of light, 
Follows the aerial chariot of the sun. 

As o'er the Apennines the drowsy Night 
Steals on the footsteps of that lonely one — 

The moon, who shyly in the vault of heaven 
Lends her wan splendours lo the silent even. 
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TO GLYCERA FORMOSA. 

By the fading light of the gloaming 

I saw in the depths of her soul, 
That her love for me swiftly was waning ; 

But I held my sharp grief in control. 
Was it wrecked on the quicksands of passion ? 

Or impaled on the rocks of desire ? 
Or was it a luminous splendour 

That wasted with its own fire ? 

Then I saw on the cloudlets that gathered 
Like foam in the late evening sky, 

The spectres of woes I had weathered — 
And my soul saddened bitterly; 
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For I thought on the joys that were buried 
With youth, when her love made me gay, 

Ere the chill wind of love's autumn withered 
The sweet scented flowers of its May. 

Soon night-tide overshadowed my spirit ; 

But the moon rising bore on its beams 
The peace that I fain would inherit 

From the raptures of Love's fleeted dreams. 
And I sought to beguile my sad musings 

With the hopes of new morrows and years, 
But my heart could not part with its sorrow 

Till I washed it away with my tears. 
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IN ABSENCE. 

Though space divide us, darling, 
Our spirits they are one ; 

For love knows no division, 
No setting like the sun. 

At morn at noon at evening 
At twilight and at dawn, 

My thoughts with thee are ever, 
Thou hold'st my heart in pawn. 

A cloud the sunshine gloometh, 
But still the light is there ; 

So if a grief assail us 

Love makes the grief seem fair. 
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No space can ever part them, 
Nor troubles, pain nor strife — 

The heart that calls me husband 
The heart that calls you wife. 

Even wheii our life's sad autumn 
Doth redden love's late years, 

The breeze of memory blowing 
Shall thither waft our fears. 

For nought, sweetheart, can part us ; 

Our love nought ever gloom. 
Until I sleep beside you 

Within the kindless tomb. 
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NOTES. 



Page 26. 

* Twos he whom the assassin tongues of slander 
Have with unwonted bitterness assailed. 

In one of his eloquent sermons, the Rev. Charles E. Tisdall, D.D., 
alludes to a not uncommon mode of slander against which, as far 
as I am aware, the Poet- Satirists have not railed. He says : — " A 
man's character may be pitied away with truly unchristian commis- 
eration ; whispered away with truly unchristian suspicion ; prayed 
away with a spiritual ardour sufficient to call down the vengeance 
of Him to whom is professedly addressed this devotional calumny 
of our fellow-man." 



Page 33. 

Thus were the Grecian wantons garmented. 

The Coa vestis, or, Coan robe, was a transparent garment, woven 
of the silk of Kos, and usually worn by courtesans. It clung so 
close to the body that the form of the wearer was visible through it. 
It was frequently imitated with great skill by the sculptors and 
painters of ancient Greece. 
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Page 40. 

She wrote I — 
Shall then our house of madness have no end, 
Or where the goal ? 

In these lines I have made use of the following portion of a letter 
of Cornelia's to her son Gains : — " Denique quae pausa erit ? Et 
quando desinet familia nostra insanire ? £t quando modus ei rei 
haberi poterit ? Et quando desinemus, et habentes, et praebentes, 
molestiis desistere? Et quando perpudescet miscenda atque per- 
tarbanda republica?" — Epistola Cornelia Matris Gracchorum. 

Page 45. 

Noy no, ril choose the Machiavellian mean. 

" Deve esser grave al credere, ed al muoversi, nfe si deve far 
paura da se stesso, e procedere in modo temperato con prudenza ed 
umanitk, che la troppa confidenza non lo faccia incauto, e la troppa 
diffidenza non lo renjia intoUerable." — Machiauelli, II Principe, 
Cap. xvii. 
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